a few yards it suddenly came to me that a man had asked 12 7
me for something and I ran back and spoke to him. But
instead of giving him a dime or a quarter, which I could
easily have done, I told him. that I was broke, that I had
wanted to let him know that, that was all. And the man
had said to me—"do you mean that, buddy? Why, if
that's the way it is, I'll be glad to give you a dime my-
' self." And I let him give it to me, and 1 thanked him
warmly, and walked off.	•
They thought it a very interesting story. So that's how
it was in America? Strange country . . . anything could
happen there.
"Yes," I said, "a very strange country," and I thought
to myself that it was wonderful not to be there any more
and God willing I'd never return to it.
"And what is it about Greece that makes you like it so
much?" asked some one.
I smiled. "The light and the poverty," I said.
"You're a romantic," said the man.
"Yes," I said, "I'm crazy enough to Believe that the
happiest man on earth is the man with the fewest needs.
And I also believe that if you have light, such as you have
here, all ugliness is obliterated. Since I've come to your
country I know that light is holy: Greece is a holy land
tome."
"But have you seen how poor the people are, how
wretchedly they live?"
"I've seen worse wretchedness in America," I said.
"Poverty alone doesn't make people wretched."
"You can say that because you have sufficient . . ."
"I can say it because I've been poor all my life," I re-
torted. "I'm poor now," I added. "I have just'enough to
get back to Athens. When I get to Athens I'll have to
think how to get more. It isn't money that sustains me—
it's the faith I have in myself, in my own powefs. In

